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	Pieces Of The Better Days

"So raise your glass if you are wrong in all the right ways."

MasterMindOfFiction hasn't been feeling much like a master lately. Feel like shit, though.

OH WELL.

I'm not here to bore you to tears with my life story. Actually, I'm here to bore you tears with the fanfiction! If that's all I can do, then by God I will try until fingers are bruised and beaten.

What you need to know about this story is that, again, we don't have a connecting plot. It's merely a series of one-shots, something not unlike the one-liner stories I've done before. Except this time, it's all separated by chapter. I intend for them to be short, and I doubt anything will surpass my usual terrifying twenty-thousand and over word count.

Despite no concrete plot or time line, these take place within the same universe.

As for one last comment just to fill the time and make your head explode: please don't expect epic things to happen in this story. It's_** slice of life**_, Klavier X Apollo with appearances by random other characters here and there. There won't be courtroom drama, supernatural antics, or Tuesday night murder rituals.

_**DISCLAIMER: -Insert raspberry here- I've no reason to carry a wallet.**_

_**0~0~0~0~0~**_

Pieces Of The Better Days

'Chapter' One – Meanwhile In California. . .

Written And Published By – waste

_**0~0~0~0~0~**_

It bothered Apollo for a long time, but he didn't want to say anything. He assumed that after a year of working with him, there were other matters worth attending to. Obviously, a crazy murder case or something original like that would be cause for him to forget the minor crap.

He was fully convinced that Phoenix's occasional break for grape juice was no different than an alcohol obsession. Now. . .let's not bring up the fact Apollo's only drinking record was one beer. _**It**_'_**s not freakin**_' _**important**_.

Phoenix's whole 'seven years woes' just resembled that of a struggling alcoholic to him. He lost an important part of his life, so he turned to 'grape juice' to numb the pain. He didn't even have to vaguely imply that was the case, thank you very much. Apollo had a way with people, you see.

Anything could be stored in a bottle and then shoved into a cardboard box. It was entirely possible the original contents were water, and he acquired wine somehow and painstakingly filled that crap until he could get happiness back in his life.

The first step before continuing on these conclusions was to test the beverages one by one. If he passed out and woke up with only a headache, he'd know it was as it seemed. He'd be much sicker if his fears were reality.

But he'd need a little help for this. One person came to mind out of instinct at this point, but he couldn't help squirming at the thought it could easily be misinterpreted. All he could do was. . .attempt. . .

_**0~0~0~0~0~**_

_**SLAM! **_The cardboard box was dropped onto the coffee table, and the sound of bottles clinking was drowned out with no problem. Don't do this at home, kids.

"Do you really not have anything better to do on a Friday night?" Apollo was able to look back at a comfortable form of Klavier, and actually hold his gaze there.

Klavier certainly had no problem stretching out all the stress from his legs, lying on his side like the Wright Anything Agency had just been claimed by him. He tossed the words around in his head, making an effort to think of a reply that would not make this awkward. Ultimately, it led to-

"Could there be any other formula for a better night?" _**Challenge**_. . .? Klavier's tone could not have been as innocently sweet if he tried harder, and it certainly helped the overhead lighting bring out his eyes. Not that anyone was having trouble paying attention elsewhere. "There's no one else I'd rather drink with, Herr Forehead. You know how to pick the best places."

For one moment, Apollo was going to roll his eyes. Then he noticed Klavier attempting to flutter his eyes all 'delicately' at him as if he believed all the weirdness falling off his tongue.

"Why don't we forget all of this, and drink?!" As wise as he was, Apollo could feel himself already scorching as he mindlessly fumbled for the bottles.

All Apollo could imagine was Klavier getting drunk. It was a cliché situation, but imagine if he was the type of drunk whose real feelings get blurted into the open? Obliviously, those bedroom eyes wouldn't work with a haze in them. But if he were to do something like kiss him. . .he'd certainly forget about what he was even doing. Klavier had the effect on many, and of course he had to be one of the many.

"Herr Forehead, are you going to drink too?"

"Huh?" Apollo's – awesome – mental pictures faded, and he found he was looking directly into Klavier's eyes due to him standing before the coffee table. It didn't take long for Apollo to break into a sweat. "Yes. . .! I'm doing this for Mr. Wright, I swear."

It was a good thing Klavier could take a lot of BS. "You're always so helpful! But you can loosen up if you want; let your hair down for a change." Klavier smiled so warmly as he eagerly opened his bottle.

With all of that awkwardness out of the way, Apollo went for his drink a little more bitterly. All he could think of was that it was only six o clock.

. . .

The first sip might have looked amateurish, but Apollo was content not knowing anything about wine. If, of course, his fears were correct. Wine was often downed in fancy or personal settings. Two things he'd never wrap his head around if he even tried.

Once the liquid cascaded down his throat, he leaned back over-dramatically and thought it over. He had to keep up appearances in other matters, mind you. The flavor was definitely. . .something? Well, he knew there had to be grapes in there. But it was so intense that he thought it was going to shoot up and out. He hated it.

On the complete other hand, Klavier was guzzling his drink like it would be his last. Of course he wouldn't go as far as to look like a maniac in the process. If Apollo turned his head in a painful angle and drank while doing so, his mouth on that bottle was rather. . .interesting to look at.

That was enough to convince him he was drinking wine. He was already seeing things he shouldn't, and that meant it was time to put the bottle down like a normal person.

Except. . .he did realize he was feeling a lot more thirsty than he did a moment ago. Aw, another sip might help him learn to appreciate wine.

. . .

_Klavier never did properly explain if he had consumed the product of wine, or not. Nevertheless, he was a most fascinating sight to behold. Apollo's wandering, desperate eyes could not help but be drawn to the manner the bottle looked to be made for his mouth._

_He drank so vigorously that his body looked to be overcome. His common state of mind was enveloped in a cloud, and his thoughts were blanked out one by one. Klavier had to lie back against the couch, take a deep breath and try to catch up with the world surrounding him. But when the longing for the taste returned, his tongue was the only way of catching the remaining droplets on his inviting lips-_

"Herr Forehead, I don't want to be bold. . .but you look drunk out of your mind."

"_Drunk. . .? I don't even. . .!_"

Klavier set his finished bottle on the table, and leaned a little closer almost as if a no-nonsense parent. "I tuned out after my fourth, but how many have you drank?"

There was no response, but Klavier expected as much. With Apollo staggering on his feet as he reached for the faraway box in vain, he believed he had more than he could handle. That was almost disappointing; he always thought he looked immune to alcohol.

"We should put the rest of this back under the desk." As much as he disliked being the sober one, Klavier stood too and reached out to grasp the box with a sigh. "Lie down, while-"

"_Who put you in charge?! I'm the one who has to kick that crap with my foot every day! You can't take it from me now!_" With powerful hands suddenly on the box, Apollo yanked it back to him and gathered it up with enough greed to make up for the entire country.

Any intoxication Klavier may have been slipping into was shot. He stared, almost entirely taken aback by this kind of behavior. He never had the time to get his alcohol from bars, so maybe he didn't have enough experience with a drunk person. . .but still. . .

"_Take one step closer, I swear- I- I'll find something to do!_" Even in court, Apollo's eyes never reddened or full scale shined with that level. It almost looked painful, but he was able to keep them wide and warning.

Klavier knew he couldn't leave the office a mess. Maybe sober Apollo had rubbed off on him too much, but it just felt wrong to do so. If he actually was sober, he'd definitely want to kiss him though. Er. Not to be so bold with the topic-changing. _**That confrontation**_.

"(Perhaps this is how he always acts when he's drunk? Challenging, and clingy to whatever he first lays his eyes on?)" Klavier studied the sight in front of him; Apollo holding that box close as if it was the answer to all problems in life dropped from Heaven. "(Ah, that must be it. To take away the wine, I have to offer something he thinks is of more value. While I can't prove it, there's really- I don't have anything else, so-)"

"Would you be willing to make a trade?"

He didn't know if Apollo even heard that right. Between his cheeks flushing as much as his eyes, and his body struggling to stay still. . .he really needed to lie down before he hurt himself.

Klavier leaned closer to meet his eyes, and allowed his own to blink delicately and let his eyelashes flutter in the process. "How about giving up the wine in return for me? When you're sober, sometimes I catch you looking. Sometimes you even tell me that you'd like to be closer. We can do that now, at least until you're stable?"

That got Apollo's attention. He continued to stumble with his own feet, but with the two in such close contact. . .he was charmed almost instantly. Obviously this wasn't true, but one would think all the blood in his body rushed dangerously into his face like maybe he'd gotten through the drunken haze. Please?

When Klavier put one finger on the top of a bottle, Apollo's hand appeared from seemingly nowhere and slammed down on top of it. He wasn't violent about it, certainly not from the manner he squeezed lightly.

"_You're, you're tempting me._"

"No, I really don't mind letting you do _**anything **_to me." Wow, the room just caught on fire in the most theoretical style. Klavier didn't know why it was so nice to say that, but he wished this was an act Apollo would cast off. "Why do you need wine? I could be a better addiction. Perhaps I could even pretend like I'm worth being that addiction."

"_If this is a temptation-!_" Apollo dropped the box. On his own feet. Klavier looked down at in horror, but instead he just somehow jerked around and freed himself before shoving that away. "_Show me you're real, 'Klavier'._"

"(Save me, Phoenix. Burst through that door, and make me forget drunken chaos is turning me on.)" "Ah, I'm merely a prop for your own entertainment. It's for the best if you-"

"_**Hey**__!_"

Klavier's eyes snapped open, and he actually did have to walk backward for a moment to see if he could hear. Thankfully, his own footsteps just like his crazy heartbeat were loud and clear.

Apollo's eyes closed, and with his arms crossed and foot tapping. . .Klavier really did believe he was sobering up. That was something Apollo-like for sure. It was wishful thinking, but it was lovely all the same. That's okay Phoenix, you can kind of not bother to help now.

"_Y'know if you truly are Klavier, I think it's for the best if I say you're not a prop I * * * * around with for the sake of getting off. This 's why I'm not dealing with temptations, and I'm especially not dealing with someone who doesn't want it too. Of course I'd give up the booze for a good time! I'll only do so if you feel what I do._"

"So, I'm not a sexual object?" Tch. Like we haven't heard THAT one before. Really.

"_To me, Klavier's a living person. So you can look as enticing as you are, temptation, but Klavier's body and the like are only a minor compared to his personality. Go on, shoo. I'm not dealing with this * * * * any longer._"  
>"Well, no one has described me as a temptation of lust before." Klavier felt like he could have been offended, and he knew he might if the person telling him this was going for an insult. But, here Apollo was. . .stumbling around and looking confident in his response. Weak knees, damn it. "Do you still believe I'm not really Klavier? I've managed to keep my pants on for this whole conversation, so I'm certain I have to be the real thing."<p>

For a moment, Klavier thought he heard the door open. He thought it was Phoenix, but then he looked over his shoulder to see that it was still closed. But why was he imagining that? He didn't feel turned on to the point of needing a distraction anymore, and he was amazed to have such a clear conversation with a drunk guy.

All of the thought wasn't even tiring Apollo. He reached for his cheeks with his hands, his skin was still sticky from the drinks. We're forced to mention why. Anyway, he lined both of them up and lifted himself on his toes to be almost poking his eye out with his nose. That wasn't awkward in the slightest.

"_Hey if, if you're really him. . .can I ask something personal of you?_"

"There's no need for taxi money, Apollo." Klavier reached up to his horns and ruffled them lovingly, smiling all the while from all of this, ahem, contact. "You have shown me a completely weird display, but I've learned a lot from it. I've never gone drinking with someone before, and I almost regret that. But now, you can lean on my shoulder as I take you back to your apartment."

As if it was his cue, Apollo collapsed against him and let his face bury itself into his shoulder. Klavier almost fell backward, and somehow that miracle of a coffee table allowed him to swing a leg around it and balance. But Apollo, well not even the motion was enough to make him finally puke. He just sighed comfortably.

"_I feel so disgusting for being too turned on when you were drinking my booze earlier. I want to know how you can still want to put up with me. Shouldn't you. . .be offended? I was out of line._"

"You are always out of line. Sometimes, I truly have to wonder if you belong many decades back in the past because I just can't understand your attitude to a lot of subjects." When Apollo bristled, he was almost convinced he sobered up. Klavier moved his hands to his spine area to hold him upright in case they both tumbled. Then, he moved his lips closer to his ear. ". . . .Basically, I love all of those qualities. Before you opened up to me, I wondered if you'd only see the outside. Now, I don't even have to worry about that. For all of your eye-rolling, complaints, and scoldings. . .I know you care about me too. _**And**_ Phoenix. You did want to keep him sober, didn't you?"

"_You, um-! Go on with the poetry! Make it a little more descriptive, if you don't mind?_"

"Don't make me embarrass myself! Besides, you need your sleep." Of course he felt himself burn deeply at admitting he did love him as a whole too. Why else would he choose to drink at the agency? But when all was said and done, he couldn't stop beaming for anything as he lowered him back to the couch.

Then, the door opened for real this time. "Don't hold out on us, Klavier. I still want to know who loves me enough to care about whether or not I'm sober!"

. . .

"Obviously, I can't let you live down your feelings." With a fatherly smile, Phoenix clasped his hand to a thoroughly displeased Apollo's when he approached. "Despite how much you care about me I would have let you stay home after the um, hangover? I guess?"

"What else was that sickness supposed to be? It felt like my head was splitting open, and I was so sick I couldn't even eat breakfast!" Apollo didn't bother to shake the hand off. Phoenix did release him, and he took the opportunity to slither by and throw the final bottle into the trash. "Ugh, I don't mind cleaning up after being ridiculous. I can. . .give you imaginary money, and live in the dumpster outside the coffee shop. Look, I'll do anything to make sure I didn't destroy-"

"Apollo, I already discussed all of this with Klavier last night. It was the least intense debate I've ever experienced, but I knew from the beginning I couldn't be horrified at the privacy invasion."

Apollo was too busy being unable to keep his mouth closed.

So Phoenix ignored that, and instead walked away briskly and swipe an awaiting bottle of the wine as he did so. When he inhaled some of it, he collected himself and continued babbling. "He told me he decided to drink because he would do anything to spend all the time he could with you, and I thought it was kind of cute. He's going to apparently pay for some wine, and have it shipped over to my house. But there is one problem in that."

"You better not let Trucy touch that stuff!"

"Oh, no this isn't about getting drunk." Phoenix pat the couch for him to come over and chill. Apollo gave up and stared at him warningly as he made his way over and claimed his seat. That was when Phoenix smiled with no restraints and ruffled his horns. "This stuff we've been drinking is non-alcoholic. It's likely your antics last night were the result of Los Angeles being weird again; making a sugar high out to be more dramatic than necessary."

Apollo's bracelet never reacted to that. No matter how many times he asked about it, Phoenix simply was not lying about the beverage of his obsession.

Neither Apollo or Klavier showed their faces to Phoenix for a week. Although they both went out here and there, Apollo being curious of why he was glowing a lot since the evening of drinking and all, they did speak of being so utterly wrong. Nevertheless, no one was certain what to believe anymore. Whether it was wine or grape juice, the world was rather stingy on the amount of answered questions. At least Apollo was able to swear to Phoenix he didn't have a hidden motive for choosing Klavier as a partner for the drinking.

It was a good thing that none of them were freaky in the slightest. All of them could pat themselves on the back knowing that regardless of failing to grasp reality, they were normal. Los Angeles could make getting high off sugar resemble pure intoxication, but it couldn't change their normality.

Fin

_**0~0~0~0~0~**_

Yeah, this first story was a little more lighter on the romance. I thought: "hey, it's the first story so let's just goof around at first and. . .attempt a little comedy. Even though every time I attempt comedy, I'm apparently 'trying too hard'."

Sad thing is that I didn't even find this funny myself. Didn't like writing it. I've rewritten this, according to the record I jotted down in a journal, ten freaking times since January. But was it really worth anything? If I loathe it, there's no satisfaction in completing a story. I feel like I should be drinking after this. -Cracks open a soda can-

It's really annoying to me when people say "don't say anything bad about my story; I worked really hard on it". Because you can work damn hard until you can't grow fingernails anymore, but it doesn't always make for quality. Asking for people to be "nice" might as well be suggesting the writer cannot handle criticism. But I've had criticism before, and it actually makes me want to do better.

Critics are always thought to be out for blood. They're not. If someone takes the time to list where you went wrong, they must care. Someone who doesn't care would just say to stop writing and leave it at that. That is why I always ask for an honest opinion. That is why I don't cover up the fact I loathe my work. I'm not looking for pity; I'm looking for someone to admit whether they think I'm too far gone, or worth salvaging. I don't want someone to just tell me it'll all get better with no genuine concern. As a writer even for fanfiction, I need to know what I've done wrong and if there's any mild chance I can save anything. I'm definitely not going to ask people to give good reviews; because at the end of the day, no one's going to be nice just because you request it.

Yeah, I just went into a long lecture. No apologies.


End file.
